MY  ATTIC

I live close under the chimley pots

But lor' what a view I've got.
Across the trees in the old churchyard,
Across the wash in the next backyard,
Right up to the moon, if I look up 'ard,
A top of a chimley pot.

I'm 'igh up under the chimley pots,

But my room is 'ard to beat.
The sun don't shine in the street below,
And when it's 'ot, it gets no blow,
But the sun shines in at my room, I know,

And the breeze comes in a treat.
*       *       *

>For the wind comes round by%the chimley

pots,

And when me ile is spare,
I sit in the dark for an 'our or so
And watch the stars as they come and

go,
And peep through clouds what grow

and grow

As I look from me winder there.
And I think quite a lot, and I 'ope quite

a lot,
And I sleep right under me chimley pot.